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how she was troubled with a redness in her eyes, how
she danced before a looking-glass, how her flowered
muslin nightgown (or " night-rail," as he calls it)
took fire, and how, though she promised to sing, yet
she never performed. We have a poem on the
circumstance that Amasia, " having prick'd me with
a Pin, accidentally scratched herself with it; " and
another on her " asking me if I slept well after so
tempestuous a night/1 But perhaps the most
intimate of all is a poem " To Amasia, tickling a
Gentleman." It was no perfunctory tickling that
Amasia administered:

While round his sides your nimble Fingers played,
With pleasing softness did they swiftly rove,
While, at each touch, they made his Heart-strings move.
As round his Breast, his ravish'd Breast they crowd,
We hear their Musick when he laughs aloud.

This is probably the only instance in literature in
which a gentleman has complacently celebrated in
verse the fact that his lady-love has tickled some
other gentleman.

But this generous simplicity was not long to last.
In 1690 Hopkins's father, the Bishop, had died. We
may conjecture that Lady Araminta took charge of
the boy, and that his home, in vacation time, was
with her in Dublin or London. He writes like a
youth who has always been petted; the frou-frou
of fine ladies' petticoats is heard in all his verses.
But he had no fortune and no prospects; he was
utterly, he confesses, without ambition. The stern
papa of Amasia had no notion of bestowing her on
the penniless Sylvius, and when the latter began to
court her in earnest, she rebuffed him. She tore
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